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Dry Those Tears! 


When death strikes someone close 
to you, are you prepared to accept it 
with courage and resignation? Are you 
able to offer the deep and true consola- 
tions of our Faith to others mourning 
the loss of a loved one? The booklets 
and leaflets listed here have brought 
God's comfort to many—let them help 


to dry your tears! 





All Ye Who Mourn 


Comfort for the bereaved; ways to help the departed; Requiem Mass. 


Conformity to the Will of God 


Tells how God blesses all who accept His holy will with faith and love. 


Assist the Souls in Purgatory 


Indicates many ways of helping departed loved ones into heaven. 


Novena of Holy Communions 
Most powerful means to obtain graces for self and departed loved ones. 


Indulgenced Prayers and Aspirations 
Treasure house of indulgenced prayers, applicable to the departed. 


All booklets 15¢, Reduction on quantities. Postage extra. 


Leaflets (Please order by serial number.) 
M36 —Prayer for Departed M39 — Mass Offering for Departed 
M36-b — Prayer for Mercy Vll—To Mary for dear Departed 


Above 1¢ each, $1.00 for 100. 


M38 -Seven Stars of Solace M48 — Thoughts on Eternity 
Last named 1'4¢ each, $1.50 for 100. 


Prayers for happy death, all %4¢ each, 50¢ for 100: G2-1, M40, M40-b, M41. 





Verse Cards (Please order by title, 2 for 1¢.) 


That Death Could Be Sweet Solace He Knows Best 
School of Sorrow Perfect Trust Silence of God 


Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 
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“In the 
evening 
of life 








we shall be 





judged on 
LOVE.” 


St. John of the Cross 





Good Fruits 


O YOU realize that November is the last month of this 

Church Year? that another liturgical cycle from Advent 

to Advent has almost run its course? Are you conscious of how 
the time flies and brings you ever nearer to life’s close? 


While nature at this time of the year, with its killing frosts, 
its dry leaves, withered flowers and barren fields, speaks of death 
and winter, Mother Church speaks of joy and life and glory. 
The Feast of All Saints with which she inaugurates this last 
month contains both a reminder and a challenge to you. 

You know that the true Church of Christ must be HOLY. 
It is one of the marks demanded of the true Church. It must 
be holy in its Founder, in its doctrine, in its means of grace, and 
in its members. A good tree brings forth good fruit. The Feast 
of All Saints gives us an opportunity to take note of the magni- 
ficent fruits of the Church. In this feast, Mother Church draws 
aside the curtain of time and gives us a passing glance into the 
mansions of the Church Triumphant, peopled by millions of her 
happy children. In that unending galaxy of heroes and heroines 
we see the Saints and Blessed of all times and climes, from the 
intrepid apostles and early martyrs, all the way down to modern 
times, to the millions of men and women of today who are dying 
in prisons and communes for their faith in Christ, or who are 
quietly laboring for His glory in the humdrum of daily life. 

Yes, the Feast of All Saints brings out in bold relief the 
fact that sanctity is not the exclusive property of contemplative 
souls, nor of apostles and martyrs, but it should be the common 
characteristic of all followers of Christ. To all is extended the 
invitation and the command: “Be perfect as also your Heavenly 
Father is perfect!” 

We must not be astonished to find in our heavenly home 
saints from all walks of life, from kings and queens, who lived 
amid the dazzling surroundings of royal splendor, down to poor 
beggars in rags. Among the happy citizens of heaven we find 
popes, bishops and priests; we find religious men and women; we 
find husbands and wives, fathers and mothers, children and 
youths, innocence and repentance. 

What a consoling and inspiring truth! Millions on millions 
of happy human beings, once ordinary pilgrims of earth like 
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ourselves, are now enjoying the indescribable bliss of heaven! 
But let us never forget that it is our destiny one day to be where 
they are now. The Feast of All Saints should not leave us cold 
and unaffected, but should fill us with hope. It strikes at the 
very core of our being and rouses us to action. In unmistakable 
terms it throws out to us the ringing challenge: YOU ALSO 
MUST BE A SAINT! 

At first we are amused at the thought: I should be a saint! 
But as it persists, we find it hard to laugh it off. It demands 
an answer. Yes, I TOO MUST BE A SAINT! That is the 
very first purpose in life. Did not Jesus tell us, “You therefore 
are to be perfect, even as your Heavenly Father is perfect”? 
(Matt. 5:48.) 


What Is a Saint? 


If someone should ask you, “Are you a saint?” you most 
probably would humbly disavow all implications. And yet, if 
you are not a saint, what are you? A sinner! A “SAINT” 
is one who is holy; sanctified by Divine grace; a living branch 
of the Divine Vine, permeated by the sap of Christ’s life, sancti- 
fying grace, and producing fruit for heaven. 

Of course, everyone must realize that there are different 
degrees of sanctity, ranging all the way from mere freedom from 
mortal sin to the practice of heroic virtue and total immolation 
of self for the love of God. It is only souls of heroic mold who 
are chosen by Mother Church for beatification and canonization; 
but we must remember that she canonizes only a very, very few 
of her saints! 

We are all called to be saints, since heaven and eternal bliss 
is our real goal in life, and to reach it, we must be saints. So 
it might be well to refresh our ideas on sanctity and make a new 
start in our striving for holiness. Just what is sanctity, then? 
In the first place, it does not consist in feelings, nor in the various 
soul-experiences that are reported of some great saints. Visions, 
ecstasies, miraculous powers, the gift of prophecy, and other 
marvelous graces may accompany sanctity, but they do not 
constitute true sanctity. 

True sanctity consists in the love of God; in a loving union 
of the human will with the Divine will; in a generous acceptance 
of all that God wills because He wills it. To be a saint simply 
means to live the one sentence in the Our Father: THY WILL 
BE DONE ON EARTH AS IT IS IN HEAVEN! Yes, sanctity 
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means doing God’s will in the way He wants it done, and doing 
it with love and joyous surrender. It means loving, serving and 
glorifying God in whatever circumstances we find ourselves. 


God wants each one of us to play our own individual role 
in His over-all Divine plan. He wants us to do what only we 
can do—to use our particular character and temperament, the 
circumstances and environment of our life, for His honor and 
glory. For all of us, holiness consists in one thing, which cannot 
be emphasized too much: being and doing what God wants us 
to be and to do. But what God wants us to do is something 
unique. It fits into His Divine plan in the way a piece of a 
jigsaw puzzle fits into the puzzle. The whole is not complete 
without every piece. God’s plan is not fulfilled if one of us dis- 
appoints Him. 

We must understand that sanctity is perfection—not the 
dehydration of a personality. It is positive, not negative 
“don’ts.” It is the fullest growth of the virtue of charity, which 
each one must arrive at by carrying out the blueprint God has 
drawn. For example, from one person God might ask an en- 
during, difficult struggle for chastity; another might be required 
to accept a life of loneliness or sickness and enrich and make it 
beautiful, as many saints in the past have done. A third, perhaps 
a mother, must give herself day in and day out to the service of 
others, and she thus fulfils her high destiny and achieves sanc- 
tity. 

In every aspect of life we can reflect something of the 
beauty, truth and goodness of God; and in the combination of 
all the features of our life—even our weaknesses—we can show 
Him forth as no one else can. This is the purpose of our life, 
the reason we were made. We are not expected to be an under- 
study for someone else’s part, or to imitate this or that saint in 
the special aspects of their sanctity, but to play our own part. 
That part may involve being a husband or wife; father or mother; 
doctor, mechanic, or secretary; a member of this parish and a 
citizen of this town and country; a person with this background 
and heredity; with these talents and problems. Achieving sanc- 
tity is tied up directly with using our personal talents, overcom- 
ing our individual difficulties, facing our daily problems in a way 
that unites us more closely to God and to those about us. 


To get started on the road to sanctity, we must realize 
that we will not achieve our purpose in life and become what 
God wants us to be unless we really make up our mind to do it. 
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Only an impelling desire drives a person to action. Many never 
become saints because they lack the driving force of a deter- 
mined: I WILL BECOME A SAINT! They find the going too 
hard, and are afraid to pay the price. 

But this will to succeed must have certain qualities to ring 
true. The determination to advance in sanctity must be pre- 
dominant and all-embracing. There can be no half measures or 
mediocrity with God. It must be all, or nothing: “He who is 
not with Me,” says Christ, “is against Me.” 'The desire to put 
God first must be the ruling passion. Everything must revolve 
around God’s will; it must be the center of our love. We must 
plan our day according to Our Lord’s direction: “Seek first the 
Kingdom of God and His justice (sanctity), and all these things 
will be added unto you!” Once we become God-centered instead 
of self-centered, we find that we strive to give Him honor and 
glory in everything and that all things work out to our best 
interests at the same time. 

Our desire for sanctity must be forceful and active, not a 
wishbone but a backbone! We must act from a positive stand; 
give ourselves in service to others; go about doing good as Jesus 
did, but in our own sphere of activity. And we must persevere. 
Many begin well, but give up sooner or later. Remember, Christ 
tells us: “He who perseveres to the end will be saved.” 

We admit, there are formidable obstacles to overcome, but 
of these certainly the most dangerous is discouragement, the feel- 
ing of “What’s the use? I can’t make it! Look where I still am 
after all these years!”” Discouragement is the devil’s most deadly 
weapon. With it he paralyzes the strongest heart. The remedy 
is unshaken confidence in the love of the Sacred Heart, who for- 
gives our mistakes and sins if we truly deplore them, who will 
sustain us in every difficulty if we will ask Him. So, let us always 
keep climbing with a strong hope in our heart, and some future 
November 1 will also be our feast day! 





=> 


ET a candle burning before the Blessed Sacrament or a vigil light 
before the shrine of the Infant of Prague or any of the relics of the 
Saints in our Relic Chapel be your prayer for the Poor Souls during 
November. Offering: For a candle: a day and a night, 50¢; a 
week, $3.50; a month, $12.00; a year, $144.00. For a vigil light, 10¢. 


Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 
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Brother Martin 


ALE with fright, the new lay brother ran toward the Prior’s 
office. Perspiration stood out on his forehead by the time 
he had gasped out his story. “Father Prior, I just saw Brother 
Martin in the chapel—he was praying, but,” the lay brother’s 
voice rose shrilly, “he wasn’t kneeling on the floor. He was in 
the air! He was at least two feet above the ground, kneeling on 
nothing!” The Prior looked up calmly from his reading. He did 
not rise nor did his manner betray any excitement. Marking his 
place with one finger, he answered placidly: “Brother Demetrius, 
you will have to get used to Brother Martin’s ecstasies. He has 
them often. Brother Martin is very humble, but also very holy 
and these things happen to saints. Just go back to your work, 
Brother, and don’t worry. Brother Martin would be very em- 
barrassed if you asked him about it.” 


Blessed Martin de Porres, the Dominican lay brother whom 
Brother Demetrius had surprised in a state of ecstatic prayer, is 
the beloved saintly Negro, who was born in Lima, Peru, December 
9, 1579. His father was a Spanish knight, his mother a Negress. 
The proud Spaniard, unable to bear the fact that his children 
resembled their dark-skinned mother, deserted his family, leaving 
his wife to bring up their two children as best she could. Poor 
as they were, the young Martin from his early childhood showed 
a loving pity for those even poorer than himself, for the sick and 
for the unfortunate. The little he had he was sure to give away 
to the first beggar he met. 


When he was older, Martin was made an apprentice to a 
surgeon in Lima. Here he learned the skill that was his later as 
infirmarian at the Dominican Priory in the city. In his humility, 
Martin did not consider himself worthy to belong to the Order, 
asking only to become a Tertiary. He was twenty-two when he 
received the habit and only nine years later, under obedience, did 
he become a lay brother of the First Order. Many duties fell to 
his lot. He was the infirmarian: selfless and untiring in his care 
of the sick, seeming to know by inspiration what would benefit 
them most. He was in charge of the wardrobe of the Priory and 
he, who wore a habit so patched and mended that the original 
material was no longer discernible, was very attentive to keep 
others’ clothing in the best repair. 
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Martin’s kindness was not confined to his Priory. He was 
always looking for the ill and the poor to care for them. In the 
streets of the city he would pick up the sick and the wounded, 
carrying them to his own cell to look after them. His charity also 
extended to the future. He had a special love for homeless and 
orphaned children. Knowing that some permanent means of 
caring for them must be established, he was so successful in 
pleading their cause with wealthy friends and civic authorities 
that he was able to found an orphanage which rescued hundreds 
from the streets. Noting a tract of desert-like land on the out- 
skirts of the city, he planted fruit-trees there in his spare time, 
saying: “This plantation will one day be the patrimony of the 
poor.” Sure enough in later years, many an orphan and beggar 
enjoyed the plentiful fruit of Martin’s orchard. 


Brother Martin’s sanctity gave him influence even over 
animals. Once when the Priory was bothered with rats which 
nibbled at the food supplies and also at the linens in the sacristy, 
Martin found a large rat in the church and spoke to him: “You 
must bring all your companions over to the barn. There I will 
see that you have enough to eat. But you must never come into 
the house again.” Before the amazed eyes of the Brother Sacris- 
tan, a small army of rats marched meekly out of the church and 
over to the barn, never again to bother the Priory. 


Martin’s nights were spent in prayer. Alone in the chapel or 
in his cell, he spoke to God and His Mother as friend to Friends. 
There he prayed and pleaded for souls. There he beat himself 
till the blood ran for sinners. He ate very little, living on bread 
and water alone during Lent, yet never a sign of fatigue or weak- 
ness was to be seen in him as he went capably about his many 
duties. 


Brother Martin died on Nov. 3, 1639, as the Brothers 
gathered about his bedside were reciting the Apostles’ Creed at 
his request. Great crowds came to see him as he was laid out in 
the one good habit he had ever worn. All Lima mourned for him: 
“Our Saint is dead; our Saint is dead!” Over and over again 
the black and white habit had to be replaced as the people kept 
cutting off small pieces to preserve as relics. 


In these days of troubled racial tension, may Brother Martin 
intercede with God for justice and charity toward all men—all 
men who are brothers in Christ. 
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Give Thanks to God 


T IS truly a beautiful custom to have a national observance 
of Thanksgiving, which also becomes a legal holiday by 
proclamation of our President. Thus as a nation we are unitedly 
proclaiming our faith in God and professing our gratitude for 
His wonderful blessings. We need this nationwide reminder to 
be grateful and to show our appreciation for so many wonderful 
gifts which God gives to us, individually and collectively. At 
times, perhaps, we are too preoccupied to realize the many rea- 
sons why we should be thankful and grateful and appreciative. 
This habitual forgetfulness is, in a way, counterbalanced by our 
special Thanksgiving Day, if we only make it what we profess 
it to be. This certainly can best be done through the “Infinite 
Thanksgiving” given to our Heavenly Father in the Sacrifice of 
the Altar. 

It is obvious that to every one of us God has given great 
blessings in the form of our talents, aptitudes, our education, 
family ties, friends, and the thousand other things we take for 
granted, including the opportunities for respectable living. But 
we would like to single out two in more detail. One is the bless- 
ing of our Catholic religion, and the other, our democratic form 
of government. 

In the realm of religion and faith, we enjoy two great birth- 
rights and privileges, namely, that God has made us in His own 
image, with many other gifts of intellect and will resembling the 
attributes of God Himself. When we consider these tremendous 
spiritual gifts, and the inconceivable riches of God’s grace, the 
sharing of the spiritual fruits of the Sacramental system, then 
we should have a feeling of exultation, of joy, satisfaction, confi- 
dence, and deepest gratitude to God. 

A similar sense of enthusiasm should pervade us when we 
think of the heritage of our democratic government, with its 
power to demand from the government officials an accounting of 
competent and honest stewardship in managing our great na- 
tional resources, the social institutions and privileges committed 
to their care, and likewise our privilege of electing public officials 
worthy of the delegated authority of the nation’s destiny. 

This very sense of gratitude ought, on the other hand, to 
turn our thoughts to all the poor, unfortunate, desperate and 
driven people on this earth, so many of whom are wantonly de- 
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The Holy Family were once “displaced persons” in Egypt. They will accept 
as done to them, what you do for the poor and suffering today. 


prived of what is rightfully theirs. They are everywhere, includ- 
ing the families who have abandoned all their possessions and 
risked their lives to escape the dark terror of the Communist- 
dominated homeland; the poor farmers who toil from sunrise to 
dark to eke out an existence from unyielding soil in poor areas of 
Spain, Portugal, Italy or Greece; the millions of impoverished 
South Americans, Africans and Asians suffering from economic 
crises—all of whom can only hope for a degree of relief through 
the generosity of their fellowmen. 

The enormous, world-wide need cannot be met by individu- 
als giving here and there what they can. There is needed an 
organized charity that can plan for effective distribution and give 
assistance on a large scale. This is the purpose of the Catholic 
Bishops’ Relief Fund, which, by the charity and self-sacrifice of 
people throughout the United States, and by its huge, world-wide 
network of distributing centers, has been able for the past seven- 
teen years to give relief supplies to the needy of every race and 
religion throughout the world. 
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The many projects which this Fund covers range from relief 
in the grave disasters of floods and earthquakes and the resettle- 
ment of political refugees to helping destitute and hungry people 
everywhere. Perhaps many persons find it easier to contribute 
to their Annual Thanksgiving Clothing Collection than to give 
assistance in other ways. Each year Americans have been asked 
to send wearable clothing, shoes, blankets, and similar things 
that take up room in their closets and drawers, but are rarely if 
ever used because they are last year’s styles, or have been out- 
grown, or no longer appeal, and new ones have been or will be 
bought to replace them. Your own heart will be made warm 
with Divine Charity just by giving your worn overcoat or other 
piece of clothing to warm and clothe the body of a brother or 
sister in Christ. 

The leaders of our country acknowledge that this most prac- 
tical charity helps more to create better relationships than any 
propaganda or political efforts can do. It thwarts and embar- 
rasses the Communists who try to paint America as a land of 
heartless capitalism. President Eisenhower has called this over- 
seas relief program “a heart-warming tradition and an incal- 
culable force for good.” And it certainly is that when you realize 
that not only does your gift bring the material good of aiding a 
sick, disheartened and suffering widow in Vietnam, or a tired 
old man in Prague, or an orphaned child in the D. P. camps of 
Europe, or some unfortunate and desperate soul in India, warm- 
ing the recipient’s heart at the same time, but it hastens your 
own spiritual growth and “lays up for you treasures in heaven,” 
together with the assurance that when you meet your Divine 
Judge He cannot say to you, “I was naked and you did not 
cover Me.” 

Your Thanksgiving Day will be all the more joyous if you 
help those in dire need. So do what you can, and let it be one 
of your ways of saying “Thank You, God, for all You have given 
me!” 

Your pastor or local papers will inform you of the commun- 
ity center appointed to take care of the clothing you wish to 
contribute. 





Spiritual Vitamin for NOVEMBER 


JESUS, the Way, the Truth and the Life, have mercy on the souls 
in purgatory. 
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Their Souls Seek Rest 


VERY Catholic is aware that Holy Mother Church sets aside 
the month of November for a “drive” in behalf of the souls 
in purgatory. Sometimes it may be a shocking reminder of our 
disgraceful neglect in the months or years that have gone by 
since our loved ones were “laid to rest” in the cool freshness of 
mother earth. We simply have forgotten to pray for them, and 
yet may they not, though sleeping the sleep of death, sleep with- 
out rest? For who does not know how liable to sin and imper- 
fections is the race of men? And on the other hand, there rings 
in our ears that terrible warning of Divine Truth, telling us that 
man must give an account of every idle word, every thought and 
deed that was registered on the records of eternity during the 
lifetime allotted to him. 

Along with this, there is that other truth that “nothing de- 
filed” enters heaven. Despite the outwardly good life that ap- 
peared before men, who knows if death may not have caught 
spiritually unprepared the soul that was taken from our midst 
this past year, or in yesteryears—especially if death was sudden, 
as sO many are in traffic accidents? Where now are the souls of 
the priests, prelates and religious we once knew and who once 
ministered to us or taught us? Where are the souls of our parents 
and forebears, of friends once cherished, yes, of enemies who have 
gone before the awful tribunal of God’s Judgment? of countless 
known and unknown citizens of our own country, members of 
our parish, the great and the little ones over all the earth? 
Surely, our concern for the things of earth ought to leave us a 
little time to remember those who once were pilgrims with us in 
this vale of tears, and who may now be in Purgatory! 

We call them “Poor Souls,” and surely they are fittingly 
called by this title, for how soon they discovered the shallowness 
of our affection and the niggardliness of our charity from the very 
fact of our neglect! In life, did we not lead some of them to 
believe our love was undying? And yet now, in their crucial need 
in their last passage to eternal blessedness, we do not have the 
time nor the inclination to advance them a prayer as a little 
offering to help them pay their debt to Divine Justice. 

We use the word “advance” designedly, for we ourselves 
may one day, even soon, be in that land of mysterious suffering. 
Every heartbeat brings us closer to eternity. As the Psalmist 
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says, ““My days have declined like a shadow, and I am withered 
like grass.” ‘Then as we look into the eyes of death, perhaps, we 
shall tremble to remember how woefully we have forgotten the 
poor souls; and not less to find how very poor we are in grace 
because we have gone through life so heedless of this aspect of 
the great virtue of charity. Truly, we must fear that soon we 
will be among the “forgotten poor souls.” But had we remem- 
bered these sufferers while we lived here on earth, we would then 
discover that our prayers and suffrages were in reality “spiritual 
loans” which they are ready to pay back with rich interest in 
the time of our dire need. 


Mutely they plead from the shadowy gulf of the life beyond 
that we of the Militant Church storm the Throne of God, so that 
they, the Suffering Church, may join the ranks of the Church 
Triumphant! 


There is no greater means of thus 
storming God’s Throne and begging 
His mercy for them than to include 
them in Christ’s Infinite Atonement 
offered on the altars of the Church. 
This unbloody Sacrifice is always ac- 
ceptable before God and wins His par- 
don and mercy. Likewise, who can 
plead better for a grace than a mother? 
So how powerful must be the Rosary 
offered for the poor souls, for whom 
we repeatedly beg a mother’s prayers 
for them, when we plead with Mary: 
“Pray for us sinners!”, and through her 
hands offer in their behalf the rich and 
precious indulgences which their loving 
Mother, Holy Church, has imparted to 
this homage to Mary? 

Daily remember, then, the poor souls in your Holy Masses 
and Rosaries. And secure them further help by having them 
included in the Association of Perpetual Adoration erected at 
our Convent for the help of the living and the dead. All that is 
necessary is to send thé names of the deceased persons you wish 
included, with an offering prompted by your generosity and 
spirit of self-sacrifice as an alms in their name. 

The gift of membership in this Association makes an ex- 
cellent form of offering condolences to others who have lost dear 
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ones and is greatly appreciated by them. Why not give it instead 
of flowers? 


Likewise this membership is a most acceptable gift for 
birthdays, and the many occasions that call for a remembrance 
of some kind. We would suggest it as a Christmas Gift, since 
the feast is now fast approaching. There is nothing treasured so 
much as this remembrance in prayer day and night throughout 
one’s lifetime and after death. Who wouldn’t cherish it? 


For simple membership, an offering of from one to five 
dollars is customary for each person, living or deceased. For 
privileged membership, which includes additional benefits, an 
offering of at least ten dollars is asked to assist in the mainte- 
nance of the service of Perpetual Adoration in all our Sanctuaries. 
A lithographed gift folder, for both ordinary and privileged mem- 
bers, is available, evidencing your gift and the benefits shared. 


A Week-End at Clyde 


Young ladies between the 
ages of 16 and 30 interested 
in the life of the Benedictine 
Sisters of Perpetual Adora- 
tion are invited to spend the 
week-end of the Third Sun- 
day of any month here with 
us at Clyde. We shall be 
happy to welcome you and 
give you an opportunity to 
see the life of a Sister 


Adorer. 





For more information, write to: 


Rev. Mother Prioress General 
Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 
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A Triduum of Gratitude 


AUDAMUS Te! Benedicimus Te! Adoramus Te! Glorifi- 

camus Te! — We praise Thee, we bless Thee, we adore Thee, 

we glorify Thee!” These joyful acclamations of praise and 

thanksgiving will ring out in our Sanctuary of Christ the King 

in Tucson, Arizona, on the mornings of November 5, 6 and 7, in 

a Silver Jubilee Triduum of Solemn High Masses commemorat- 
ing the 25th anniversary of its founding. 

The first of these Solemn High Masses will be offered in 
honor of the Blessed Virgin Mary, our Mother, Protectress and 
Queen, through whose virginal hands so many blessings have 
been conferred on souls through this Sanctuary. The celebrant 
will be the Rector of the local Seminary, with the seminary choir 
singing the Mass. The second—on Sunday—will be that of the 
day, offered by the chaplain of the convent, with attendance 
reserved to the Sisters of the city. The third, on the Jubilee Day 
itself, will be a Pontifical High Mass, in honor of the Most 
Blessed Sacrament, sung by the Most Rev. Francis J. Green, 
recently appointed Coadjutor to Bishop Daniel J. Gercke. After 
this Mass, Bishop Green will bless the recently-completed infirm- 
ary wing of the convent. 

Every Jubilee is a time of rejoicing and thanksgiving. This 
one will be such an occasion, not only for the members of the 
Community in Tucson, but for all the Sisters of our Congrega- 
tion, and for our many kind friends and benefactors who have 
assisted in its establishment and maintenance. It will be such 
also for the venerable Bishop of Tucson, the Most Reverend 
Daniel J. Gercke, who now in his 87th year, is still active in 
governing his see; for his devoted Coadjutor; for the priests and 
religious and laity of the diocese, and especially for the faithful 
Knights and Sentinels of the Blessed Sacrament and the 
Benedictine Oblates. All will be united—many in person and 
many in spirit—in offering these Holy Masses in thanksgiving to 
God for the blessings showered on this Sanctuary since it was 
first opened on November 7, 1935. 

On the part of our Congregation, this Silver Jubilee cele- 
bration will also be an occasion of thanksgiving to the multitude 
of friends, far and near, both of the hierarchy and laity, of the 
rich and poor—old friends and new—who have been so loyal and 
generous in helping us to build up and carry on our Eucharistic 
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Our Tucson Chapel 


Apostolate in Tucson during the past quarter of a century, merit- 
ing for it the name of “City of the Eucharist.” Especially do 
we extend our thanks to the faithful Eucharistic Knights and 
Sentinels and Benedictine Oblates, who have shared so intimately 
in the actual adoration of our Eucharistic King, and whom we 
regard as some of the choicest fruits of our Eucharistic Aposto- 
late in Tucson. To all we say a heartfelt “Thank you,” and 
promise a special remembrance in our Holy Masses and prayers, 
while we say a fervent “God bless you now and always!” 
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Saint of Compassion 


OMPASSION is perhaps the most godlike force in the heart 
of man. It is more than feeling sorry at another’s misfor- 
tune. It is a sharing of his sorrow, a co-bearing with Christ of 
the pain and anguish in the lives of others. Compassion looks 
upon the afflicted and thinks only of Our Lord healing and bless- 
ing the people (“I have compassion on the multitudes”). Com- 
passion listens to the rebellious and hears only Our Lord weeping 
over the fall of Jerusalem (“How often would I have gathered 
thy children together ... but thou wouldst not’). Compassion 
looks into the eyes of the sorrowing and sees only Jesus, mourn- 
ing with Mary and Martha at the tomb of Lazarus (“If thou 
believe, thou shalt behold the glory of God. Thy brother shall 
rise’’). 

Such a soul of compassion was the saint we have chosen out 
of the brilliant galaxy of November’s calendar for special atten- 
tion—the Benedictine virgin, St. Mechtilde. Her feast is cele- 
brated on November 19. 

St. Mechtilde was born in the middle of the 13th century 
into a noble family of Saxony, Germany. A quick-witted, warm- 
hearted child, she plotted to enter the convent when only seven 
years of age. She and her parents were visiting her elder sister, 
the Abbess Gertrude, at the convent of Rodardsdorf (later re- 
moved to Helfta near Eisleben). Slipping away from the rest, 
Mechtilde asked each Sister she met if she would not like her to 
remain. Amused at her simplicity, each answered in the affirma- 
tive. When time came for the family to depart, Mechtilde could 
not be persuaded to leave, for “everyone” had said she could 
remain! It is not surprising that Mechtilde should have been at- 
tracted to the religious life at such an early age; the wonder is 
rather that she persevered through the long years of probation 
before her religious profession, remaining steadfast until her 
death in 1298. 

Her gift of compassion did not burden her with a solemn, 
somber disposition. On the contrary, she was so amiable, so 
easy to talk to, so anxious to give service and joy to others, that 
all who met her felt drawn to her. Even those outside the cloister 
walls came to her with confidence for comfort and consolation in 
their trials and problems. In sickness—and she suffered severe 
headaches that would confine her to bed for days without relief— 
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she was cheerful and patient, making “all who came and min- 
istered to her merry and joyful.” It would seem she kept her 
complaints only for the Divine Physician who alone could and 
did relieve her affliction. For St. Mechtilde’s soul of compassion 
had not only brought comfort to those about her: she had 
charmed the Divine Heart of Christ as well. 


From the collection of her revelations it is not possible to 
know just when or how Our Lord first appeared to Mechtilde. 
And it may be, as the prologue to the volume of her works indi- 
cates (presumably written by her pupil and sister-in-religion, St. 
Gertrude), that she “looked at these innumerable heavenly se- 
crets with the eyes of the soul” only. But it is certain from read- 
ing her revelations and those of St. Gertrude, which they closely 
resemble, that these heavenly secrets are for the enlightenment 
of all souls yearning for union with their Creator. For, like St. 
Gertrude, her friend and confidante (though some years young- 
er), Mechtilde found Him on earth who was the “Spouse of her 
soul.” In spirit, she rested her head on His bosom and heard the 
beatings of the Heart of God as so many invitations: “Come 
and do penance, come and be reconciled, come and be consoled, 
come and be blessed; come, My love, and receive all that the 
Beloved can give His beloved; come and possess the inherit- 
ance of heaven, which I have bought for you with My Precious 
Blood; come, My spouse, and enjoy My Godhead.” And that 
is a Divine plan of life for every true Christian. It was an in- 
vitation which her compassionate soul could not resist. 


Four hundred years before the revelations to St. Margaret 
Mary, Our Lord made known through St. Mechtilde and St. 
Gertrude the desire of His Sacred Heart to be our comfort and 
consolation: “All that the soul desires, and all that she stands in 
need of,” He told St. Mechtilde, “let her seek for in My Heart, 
and let her ask Me to give her, even as a child asks of his father 
all that he desires.” But Our Lord did not seem to promise un- 
reserved response, for at another time He said: “If at any time 
the soul obtain not what she may have desired or divine conso- 
lation be taken away from her, let her not be sad or think that 
this is done out of anger; for a father who is true to his trust 
never gives anything to his child that is not good for him. But 
let her never account as vain the things that I desire for her. Let 
her receive them with great gratitude, as having been given out 
of love.” 
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This was the advice St. Mechtilde gave to others: Even “if, 
the wisdom of God so disposing, you are not consoled, neverthe- 
less praise God, and give Him thanks; for this is exceedingly 
pleasing to God in a faithful soul, who seeks not her own but the 
things which are Jesus Christ’s, nor places her consolation before 
God’s honor.” In this Mechtilde was but a faithful child of 
holy Mother Church, who begins the most sacred part of Holy 
Mass with these words of the Preface: “It is truly meet and just, 
right and availing unto salvation, that we should at all times and 
in all places give thanks to Thee, O holy Lord, Father almighty, 
everlasting God.” 


Our Lord was to complain to St. Margaret Mary centuries 
later of the coldness and ingratitude with which men received 
His efforts to do them good. All too many failed to appreciate 
the soul-renewing graces that bless those who bear sorrows and 
afflictions—their own or another’s—for the love of Christ. Once 
when St. Mechtilde offered Our Lord the pain of a severe head- 
ache for His eternal praise, He appeared to her, saying, “Never 
does the heart of a sinner become so dry from rust of sins as not 
to become, as it were, fresh and green again, if only he suffer 
some sorrow or infirmity of body, however small, with the inten- 
tion that for My love and the praise of My Name he would gladly 
suffer greater sorrow or pain, if it were My will that he should 
do so.” 


The secret of St. Mechtilde’s warm response to Our Lord’s 
love lay in her gift of compassion. Unlike her, others all too 
often sought God with only the pale light of their own minds to 
guide them and failed to “lift up their hearts,” as Mother Church 
commands in the invocations just preceding the Preface. St. 
Mechtilde gave her heart to God each day that He might “use it 
as a cup from which to drink the sweetness of Himself, together 
with all that He might deign to work in her during that day,” 
whether the day brought joy or sorrow, health or sickness, conso- 
lation or dryness of heart. 


At her death, in the midst of great pain, she “persevered in 
thanksgiving, committing herself to Divine Providence with per- 
fect confidence.” She who in life had “anointed all the afflicted 
with the sweet ointment of her pity, her compassion, and her 
sympathy,” received the consolation in death of Our Lord’s own 
invitation, “Come, blessed of My Father, and take possession of 
the kingdom prepared for you.” 
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For the King of Love 


NE thing that specially strikes us in the lives of saints is 

their diffusive spirit—their generous giving of themselves 

for the benefit of others. In their longing to love God and to 

make Him better known and loved, there seemed to be no limit 

to their endeavors. Like the ever-widening ripples of the water 

when a stone is cast into a lake, their influence was constantly 
reaching out in wider circles. 

We find this so true in the life of Father Lukas Etlin 
(1864-1927), whose cause for beatification was recently initi- 
ated. Not that we want to anticipate the judgment and decision 
of the Church by declaring him a “saint,” but simply to take 
note of the fact that he possessed this characteristic. Although 
the greater part of his life was spent in the secluded surroundings 
of his own monastery and our convent, of which he was chaplain 
for nearly thirty-five years, the radiation of his charity was felt 
far across the ocean in the great caritas work which he initiated 
and directed for several 
years after the first 
World War. 

But his charity dif- 
fused itself in many 
other ways. There was, 
for example, the Work 
of the Enthronement 
of the Sacred Heart. 
As soon as he learned 
of this great work 
(some years after it 
had been inaugurated 
by Father Mateo), he 
became one of its most 
zealous promoters. 
Convinced that this 
was a_ providential 
means for extending 
the Reign of the Sa- 
cred Heart and sancti- 
fying souls, he wrote to 
Father Mateo, offering 





Pather Lukas, 0.8.B. 
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to establish a Center 
for promoting the 
Enthronement here 
at our convent. This 
offer was most glad- 
ly accepted, and so 
our convent became 
the first Secretariate 
in the United States 
outside of the one 
established at the 
convent of the Sis- 
ters of the Congre- 
gation of the Sacred 
Hearts at Fairhaven, 
Mass. Thereafter, 
Father Lukas was 
untiring in his ef- 
forts to bring the 
readers of “Taber- 
nacle and Purga- 
tory” to enthrone 
the Sacred Heart as 
King of their homes, 
and to make that 
Enthronement a liv- 
ing reality in their 
daily lives. Month 
after month, he published glowing articles on this subject in the 
magazine. He had thousands of leaflets, pictures and booklets 
printed on the convent press, which he distributed liberally. He 
sent out hundreds of letters to bishops, priests and religious com- 
munities, urging them to join in this great crusade. 
Recognizing each other as kindred souls, burning with the 
desire to make the Sacred Heart of Jesus truly the “King and 
Center of all hearts,” Father Mateo and Father Lukas became 
devoted friends. Although they were destined never to meet 
each other in this world, they corresponded regularly, and the 
intimate character of their friendship is revealed in their letters 
which are still preserved. In one of these, Father Mateo wrote: 
“T never forget you, dearest brother. We are really and truly 
‘brothers,’ united in the love of the Lover Divine. Let us help 














Father Mateo, SS.CC. 
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each other to sanctify ourselves for His glory; let us be His in- 
timate friends so as to be friends in our apostleship. One thing 
is indispensable for preaching and working, and that is: to love 
Him unto folly!” Sentiments such as the following were ex- 
pressed time and again in his letters: “Let us remain intimately 
united in the loving and adorable Heart of this King, our faith- 
ful Friend.” 

Father Lukas, on his part, responded with equally glowing 
words: “Pray that, entering the Merciful Wound of that Ador- 
able Heart, we, like St. Gertrude, may be ravished by the thrill 
of Its love, and taught the lessons of Its love. Animated by this 
spirit, the tiny seed of our words, writings, labors and prayers 
will bear abundant fruit, and we will happily draw souls to the 
royal compassionate Heart which is so passionately in love with 
men that It can no longer contain within Itself the flames of 
Its ardent charity!” 

And so the two apostles worked hand in hand and heart to 
heart, though separated from each other by thousands of miles. 
The one labored to promote the reign of the Sacred Heart mainly 
by the apostolate of preaching, the other by the apostolate of 
the press, although both employed the spoken and written word. 

Some years after the death of Father Lukas—in 1938— 
Father Mateo wrote to the Superior of our community: “What 
an emotion passed over me when you mentioned the saintly and 
beloved Father Lukas! Ah, if we only had a phalanx of priests 
as fire-tempered as he was with a deep interior life, a flame of 
charity and a passionate love for the Sacred Heart, we could 
certainly work wonders in these stormy days. Let us invoke 
him to inspire us, to help us, if our plans are really Jesus’ plans. 
I keep his letters, which are as priceless to me as true relics.” 

Father Lukas died in 1927; Father Mateo in 1960. May 
we not believe that they have met now:on the eternal shores, and 
together are basking in the warmth and light of that Divine Fire 
of Love which burns in the Heart of Jesus, for whom they both 
spent themselves during life without ever counting the cost? 


A favorite ejaculation of Father Lukas was: Sacred Heart 
of Jesus, I trust in Thee. Prove the power of Thy love! 


Leaflets with brief sketch of the life of Father Lukas, picture and 
prayer for favors and for his beatification may be obtained from The Rev. 
Vice-Postulator, Conception Abbey, Cenception, Missouri. Favors ob- 
tained through his intercession should also be reported to The Rev. Vice- 
Postulator. 
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A Fireside 


OVEMBER is a month that makes a fireside seem particu- 

larly attractive. The bleak landscape outdoors, grey, 

damp and chilly, is an invitation to gather around the fire, whose 
bright flames and dancing warmth dispel the mist and cold. 

As in nature, so in human life, there are November times 
when everything seems dull, obscured and chilled. It is then we 
look for a spiritual fireside where the flame of charity, of hope 
and faith burns clearly; where we may warm our numbed hearts 
and again find peace in the conviction of God’s love. 

Time and again we have been told that our Sanctuaries of 
Perpetual Adoration are such firesides for souls. There, in God’s 
living, loving Presence, those in distress come to ask and find that 
refreshment Christ promised to the labored and weary. Or 
perhaps, unable to pray as they would like, they entrust their 
needs to the Sister-Adorers, who kneel ever in His Presence, 
confident that their intercession will obtain the longed-for grace. 
Prayer is an essential feature of all Benedictine life, but it is 
especially so for the Benedictines of Perpetual Adoration, who 
are Christ’s Eucharistic brides and who, as sentinels, guard His 
Presence among us. 

It is for reasons like these that we are anxious to begin build- 
ing the permanent Sanctuary and Convent of Perpetual Ador- 
ation in San Diego, California, where we now have only a small 
temporary chapel and convent. With a larger, permanent chapel, 
we hope that many more souls will be drawn to Christ, that the 
Eucharistic Apostolate will become better known and the peace- 
giving light and warmth of the Blessed Sacrament be radiated 
more and more. Your sacrifice-offerings, your interest and 
prayers will help us to provide this “fireside” of spiritual warmth 
on the Pacific coast. And may the God who has chosen to dwell 
ever among us warm your generous hearts in the everlasting 
flames of love which burn in His own. 





GEMS FROM THE LITURGY FOR THE FEASTS OF OUR LORD 
Part I — Start the Church New Year right with these prayers and hymns 
from the liturgy of the Church’s feasts from Advent to Pentecost. 20 


Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 
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The Heart of a Priest 


Rev. Winfrid Herbst, S.D.S. 


OW noble, how generous, how all-embracing is the heart of 

the priest! Full of sublime tenderness, it daily sacrifices 

itself on the altar of God’s love for the good of others, for both 
friend and foe. Such a heart was Father Paul’s. 

It was many, many years ago. Before the doors of a magni- 
ficent church in Paris, a poor beggar used daily to take up his 
stand. He had become a familiar sight there. Day after day he 
pleaded for the alms of the passers-by; nor was he often disap- 
pointed. No one could resist the earnest entreaties of the ragged, 
unkempt old man with the piteous features and quavering voice. 
The pious people who visited the church called him “Old Tom.” 
By no other name was he known. His past history seemed to be 
wrapped in secrecy. Sometimes, when the wind blew aside the 
greasy rags which covered him, a golden cross could be seen glit- 
tering on his breast. Some token, perhaps a dear mother’s part- 
ing gift—so thought the kind givers, as they generously re- 
sponded to the beggar’s appeal. 

“Old Tom,” in his station near the church’s doors, soon 
found a fast friend. This was Father Paul, a young priest who 
was accustomed to say Mass at that church. Having abundant 
compassion for all whose lot it is to feel the weight of poverty 
and suffering, the good young priest never passed the beggar 
without giving him a gift of money, accompanied by a kind 
word and a bright smile. And the old man always thanked him 
with a countenance lit up by gratitude and joy. He learned to 
love Father Paul even as the young priest loved him. 

One day, on coming out of the church, Father Paul was 
about to make his accustomed offering, when, to his surprise, 
he found “Old Tom” nowhere in sight. Several days passed, 
and yet he did not appear. What could be the matter? He 
inquired. “Old Tom,” he was told, was sick and at “home.” 
Forthwith the priest asked the way to his dwelling-place. Ina 
poor quarter of the city, in a dilapidated tenement-house, in a 
garret at its very top, he found “Old Tom’s” room. “So this is 
the poor soul’s ‘home,’ ”” murmured the priest, as he rapped at 
the creaky door. 

“Come in!” cried a feeble, yet anxious voice. 
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Father Paul entered. There, upon a rude mattress at one 
end of the room, lay “Old Tom.” A glance sufficed to show 
the priest that the poor beggar would soon beg no more. He was 
rapidly nearing his end. 

A look of joy lit up the old man’s face when he saw the 
unexpected visitor. ‘What, Father,” he exclaimed, “you, YOU 
come to see me—ME?” 

“Surely, and why not?” returned Father Paul with a cheery 
smile. “Think you I would desert an old friend who is in need, 
Tom?” 

“Oh, if you knew who I am, you would never, never come 
to me,” groaned Tom. “I’m a vile sinner, I’ve committed an 
awful crime. — God has forsaken me—and He’s right. What 
can I hope for but punishment, punishment, punishment!” He 
was evidently in an agony of fear and despair. 

“Hush, Tom,” said the priest consolingly. “What are you 
saying! God is good; He is long-suffering and merciful and for- 
giving. If you have done wrong, make your confession. God 
will forgive, Tom. He is good.” 

“Oh, there is no hope for me. He will never forgive me— 
never—never—never!” The dying man almost shrieked in his 
fear. 

“Why should He not?” continued the priest. “Surely you 
are sorry; are you not sorry, Tom?” 

“Sorry?” moaned the beggar. “I’ve been sorry these thirty 
long years, ever since that awful crime. O Father, if you could 
listen—I must tell some one. My sin is always before me.” 

Then in a broken voice he poured into the kind priest’s ear 
the story of his crime: “It was during the French Revolution— 
thirty years ago. I was the honored and respected butler of a 
rich and noble family. — Then came bloodshed. — The rich were 
sought out—executed. My master and mistress (Oh, how kind 
and loving they had always been to me!) were hidden away— 
their two daughters and their young son, too. — I knew where. 
— He who would betray them should have their property. — I 
betrayed them. — They were discovered. I saw them carted 
away to execution—saw the bloody work—saw the heads of 
master and mistress and of their two daughters struck from their 
shoulders. — The son alone was spared—a little boy—Paul was 
his name.” 

Here the listening priest started with a suppressed cry of 
agony and pain. But the beggar, all absorbed in his recital, 
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continued feverishly: “And I see them now before me. — My 
God! — I see the blood—and they were so kind to me. — That 
cross at the foot of my bed was given me by that good master— 
this cross on my breast was worn by my beloved mistress. — And 
I betrayed them. — There they are behind that curtain—they 
have been there for years haunting me—haunting me!” and with 
this frantic, fearful cry, the miserable man fell back upon his 
pillow, exhausted. 


Father Paul arose, pale and trembling, and drew aside the 
curtain indicated. Two pictures were there—! 

He returned to the bedside and, seating himself, calmly and 
softly said: “God is good, Tom. Confess now and all will be for- 
given.” Grace conquered, and the old beggar, who had suffered 
so long and so terribly for the crime of his younger days, made 
a fervent confession. “ABSOLVO TE.” “I absolve thee”’—in 
God’s own name the words fell from the lips of the holy priest. 
The beggar was reconciled with his God. 

“Now,” said the priest, turning to the sinking man, “as God 
has forgiven you, so I also forgive you—with all my heart. Your 
master, Tom, was my father; your mistress, my mother; their 
daughters, my beloved sisters. I am Paul—the son who was 
spared.” 

The dying man started up with a wild cry—bewildered, con- 
fused. Then he fell back with a low moan—fell into the arms 
of the priest who had forgiven him. “Old Tom,” doubly forgiven, 
was dead. 








Mr. Moody’s Secret of Success 


“Life for us humans, we all learn as the years go on, is a 
continuous battle against the powers of evil. I have learned— 
all faithful Catholics must, to more or less a degree—that to 
overcome daily weaknesses and temptations without Divine help 
is a hopeless task. To me, the secret of a successful life is con- 
tained in those words of St. Paul: ‘I can do all things in Him 
who strengthens me.’ And that help and strength is to be found 
always in the Blessed Sacrament, dutifully worshipped and fre- 
quently received.” | John Moody (A noted convert) 
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The Humility of the Saints 


E are sometimes puzzled—almost scandalized—when we 

see to what lengths the saints were led by the conscious- 
ness of their own misery and nothingness. It made them consider 
themselves inferior to everyone; it drove them to act and speak 
in ways which, to our shallow way of judging, overstepped the 
bounds both of truth and justice. St. Gertrude, for example, 
marveled that the earth should bear so vile a creature as herself, 
though we regard her as one of the highest saints in heaven. St. 
Philip Neri, on beholding a criminal being led to execution, ex- 
claimed: “There, but for the grace of God, go I!” Other saints 
made similar expressions. 

This is because the saints possessed an extraordinary clear- 
sightedness both as to what they themselves were, and as to 
what God is. The Holy Spirit, who is the Sanctifier, and also 
the Spirit of Truth and Justice, gave them this clearsightedness 
precisely because He wished to raise them to great holiness. 

The nearer the stars are to the sun, the greater is the light 
they receive from it, although they seem to dwindle and dis- 
appear, overpowered by the sun’s splendor; whereas their light 
appears brighter and more their own in proportion as they are 
farther from the sun. So man, as he approaches nearer to the 
Divine Sun, receives a marvelous increase of life and light, while 
he gradually loses both his life of self and the artificial light that 
accompanied it. 

In heaven, the humility of the saints is far greater than it 
was while they were here on earth, because they now see the 
realities which then they could only faintly perceive. There, 
happiness is to be gazing on and adoring that altitude of God, of 
which they will never have an adequate knowledge; and the more 
they look up at that infinite perfection, the deeper they plunge 
into their own original nothingness. If we grasp these great 
truths, we will have no difficulty in understanding how it was 
that the greatest saints were the humblest creatures here below, 
and how the same beautiful fact is still one of the great charms | 
of heaven. It must be so, for the light of the elect is in pro- 
portion to their glory. 
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O Death, Where Is Thy Sting! 


OETS, philosophers and theologians have written beautiful 
and profound things about death. But it still remains a 
mystery, though we have all come in close contact with it—that 
is, when it touched someone else, perhaps a relative or friend. 
However, the real mystery of it can be fathomed only by personal 
experience—by actually passing through its portals at life’s 
close. Because of this mysterious aspect, the thought of death 
inspires a feeling of fear, and in many persons an actual terror, 
even in some who have led good lives. 

Because the hour of death is the most important and crucial 
hour of our whole life, the Church constantly urges us to keep it 
in our thoughts, to entertain a salutary fear of this hour, and to 
live in such a way that it may find us ready when it comes. St. 
Benedict, in his wise monastic legislation, numbers among his 
seventy-two Instruments of Good Works the following: “To keep 
death daily before our eyes.” This precept, if faithfully followed, 
should find his disciples always ready for death, even though it 
come suddenly and unexpectedly, as it so often does. 

The month of November, more than any other month of the 
year, reminds us of death and the transient value of the things 
of this world, which we cannot take with us into eternity. It 
invites us to pause and reflect seriously on the subject of our own 
death—not in a morbid way, but simply facing it as an inevitable 
fact. Perhaps each one can best do this in his own way, for we 
all know enough about death to be able to make some practical 
reflections. We can think of the uncertainty of the time of its 
coming; of its effect on our physical being; of its severing of all 
ties with persons, places and things we have known and loved on 
this earth. We can reflect, too—and this is by far the more im- 
portant—on the judgment that follows after death, and the state 
that will be ours in eternity, depending on the kind of life we 
have lived. Such reflections have brought back many a one from 
ways of sin to a life of virtue and faithful correspondence with 
God’s grace. 

For a faithful Catholic, the thought of death should hold no 
terrors. Rather, it should be full of hope and consolation as a 
going home to our Father in heaven, who awaits us at our 
journey’s end. A greater familiarity with the prayers for the 
dying would bring this confidence and loving trust. In their 


220 TABERNACLE AND PURGATORY 


intensely consoling beauty, these prayers are outstanding amid 
all the wealth of the Church’s liturgical prayers. 

With all a mother’s tenderness, the Church, in the person of 
her ministers, first calls on all the saints (naming many of them 
in particular) to pray for her child who is soon to leave the world. 
She begs Our Lord to deliver him from evil and harm; and to 
win this grace, she reminds Him of the Mysteries of our Redemp- 
tion. When death seems imminent, she speeds the soul on its 
way with this most loving recommendation: “Depart, O Chris- 
tian soul, out of this sinful world, in the Name of God, the Father 
Almighty, who created you: in the Name of Jesus Christ, the Son 
of the living God, who suffered and died for you: in the Name of 
the Holy Spirit, who sanctified you: in the name of the glorious 
and blessed Virgin Mary, Mother of God: in the name of blessed 
Joseph, the illustrious spouse of the same Virgin,” and she con- 
tinues on, with the name of each of the nine choirs of angels, and 
of the various categories of saints, concluding with the prayer: 
“May your dwelling place this day be in heaven, the home of 
peace. Through the same Christ our Lord. Amen.” 

Then follow other prayers, imploring the mercy and com- 
passion of God in behalf of the departing soul, and expressing 
the hope that it may be met by the glorious company of the 
angels, by the court of the apostles, by the triumphant army of 
martyrs and confessors, and greeted by the choir of virgins with 
songs of joy. 

“May St. Joseph, the sweet patron of the dying, inspire you 
with great confidence,” she pleads; “and may Mary, the holy 
Mother of God, turn her eyes upon you with loving mercy. May 
Jesus Christ appear to you with a mild and cheerful countenance 
and appoint you a place among those who are to stand before 
Him forever... May Christ Jesus, who was crucified for you, 
deliver you from torments. May He deliver you from everlasting 
death who was so good as to die for you. May Christ, the Son 
of the living God, give you a home in the never-fading garden of 
His delights, and may He, the true Shepherd, count you as one 
of His flock. May He absolve you from all your sins and place 
you at His right hand in the midst of His elect. Oh, may you 
have the joy of seeing your Redeemer face to face; of standing 
forever in enraptured vision before Him, who is the Truth made 
manifest. And thus happily numbered among the spirits of the 
blessed, may you enjoy the sweetness of God’s love forever and 
ever.” 
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The full text of the prayers for the dying, including those said by 
the priest while administering Extreme Unction, can be found in most 
missals and prayer books. They are given also in our booklet, “Through 
Death to Life,” which gives, besides, many helpful instructions for the 
care of the sick and dying (also non-Catholics) and the consoling prayers 
of the Church at the bedside of the dying. Every Catholic home should 
have a copy handy, for sickness and death may strike at any time. 
Price 15¢, plus postage. 
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Ladies and Gentlemen 


HOW often we forget the admonition of St. Paul: “It is not 
only in the Lord’s sight but in the sight of men that we have to 
study our behavior” (2 Cor. 8:21). This may be true especially 
of growing girls and boys. They think: “I obey my parents, I’m 
honest, I study my lessons, I do my work conscientiously, I keep 
my word, I go to church regularly, isn’t that enough?” No—it 
is not enough. It may be that you are satisfying your obliga- 
tions in the sight of God, but not in the sight of men. The 
reason is that God can read your heart, whereas men judge you 
by externals: by the way you act, walk, talk, dress, laugh, but 
especially by your speech. They have not the time nor the in- 
clination—often not the ability—to penetrate into your interior. 
So you must cultivate the “little virtues” that govern one’s ex- 
terior conduct. 

If you are impolite, grouchy, touchy, boisterous, gruff, in- 
considerate, untidy, disorderly, people will form a bad opinion 
not only of you but of your family, your school, your church, 
your neighborhood, even though you may be good and sound at 
heart. It is important to have the approval of men as well as 
that of God. “Even so let your light shine before men in order 
that they may see your good works and give glory to your Father 
in heaven” (Matt. 5:16). 

It is fine to be a good Christian—but still better to be at 
the same time one of God’s ladies and gentlemen. 





ST. GERTRUDE THE GREAT — This story of the Sacred Heart’s be- 
loved confidante will encourage everyone to a closer union with Him. 15¢ 
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Little Lovers’ League 


NE of the most important dates on the November calendar, 
Little Lovers, is Thanksgiving Day, November 24. Every- 

one thinks of a happy holiday, a turkey dinner and all the joy of 
a family feast. But there are not many people who remember to 
say thank you to God, who has provided all these wonderful gifts. 
Make this year’s Thanksgiving Day a real “day of thanks” by 
assisting at Holy Mass, the greatest act of thanksgiving. And 
when Jesus comes into your heart in Holy Communion, thank 
Him for all His gifts and blessings; and thank Him too for so 
many others who will forget Him while they enjoy His benefits. 


PRACTICE: Do an act of kindness every day during November and offer 
it for the suffering souls in Purgatory. 

ASPIRATION: May the souls of the faithful departed through the mercy 
of God rest in peace. Amen. 


Two Altar Boys 


MANY, many years ago, in a European village, a famous Cardinal 
stopped at a small country church to say Mass. The Cardinal was 
traveling in disguise and did not disclose his high rank to the sacristan. 
While the Cardinal vested, the sacristan went in search of a server, but 
returned with the sad news that no server could be found. He added, 
“TI would gladly be of service to you, Father, but I am only substituting 
for the regular sacristan this morning and have never learned to serve 
Mass.” 

The country pastor, a frail and sickly old man, had been kneeling in 
the far corner of the sacristy preparing to offer his holy Mass and had 
overheard the conversation. Despite his poor health, he arose and 
offered his services to the younger priest. “Father, I will gladly serve 
your Mass as well as I can. It has been a long time since I was an altar 
boy, but I think we will get along all right.” The Cardinal was delighted, 
and together they started for the altar. It was not until the Mass was 
finished that the old pastor learned he had served Mass for a Cardinal. 

Before leaving, the Cardinal began to wonder if the old priest had 
offered his Mass, so he said, “Excuse me, Father, I never thought of 
asking you if it was your intention to celebrate Mass. If so, it will be a 
pleasure for me to return the compliment and be your altar boy.” “That 
cannot be possible,” the old priest answered, “a Cardinal to serve me, a 
poor old country pastor!” But the Cardinal insisted, saying, “We shall 
make it possible.” When the old priest had vested and they started for 
the altar, the Cardinal whispered, “Think of me, Father, at the Memento.” 
And then followed a service that must have given joy to the angels in 
heaven. 
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To an 


To be Christ's page at the altar, 
To serve Him freely there, 
Where even the angels falter, 
Bowed low in reverent prayer. 


To touch the throne most holy, 
To hand the gifts for the feast, 
To see Him meekly, lowly, 
Descend at the word of the priest. 


To hear man’s poor petition, 
‘To sound the silver bell, 

When He in sweet submission, 
Comes down with us to dwell. 


Altar Boy 


No grander mission, surely, 
Could saints nor men enjoy; 

No heart should love more purely 
Than yours, my altar boy. 


God bless you, lad, forever, 
And keep you in His care, 
And guard you that you never 
Belie the robes you wear. 


For white bespeaks untainted 

A heart both tried and true, 

And black means manly courage 
That should shine forth in you. 


Throughout life, then, endeavor 
God's graces to employ; 
And be in heart forever 


A holy Altar Boy. 
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God’s Gift to You, Don’t Waste It! 


Suffering is one of God's most precious gifts—too precious 
to waste for a single moment. Its value is eternal if rightly used. The 
following booklets will help you or one you love to face sickness and 
suffering with real Christian courage and even joy in union with Christ. 


WORDS OF CONSOLATION FOR THE SICK 
Value of and ways to turn suffering into a rich source of 
merit for heaven. 


SUFFERINGS SANCTIFIED 
Tells the purpose of suffering; many prayers and devotions 
for the sick. 


THROUGH DEATH TO LIFE 

Helpful instructions for the care of the sick, both physical 
and spiritual; explanation of Extreme Unction and the prayers said 
while it is administered; also the beautiful prayers of the Church for 
the dying. 


DEVOTION TO THE MOTHER OF SORROWS 
Sharing Mary’s sorrows brings grace, strength to bear your 
own sufferings. 


PATHWAYS TO PEACE 
Banish anxiety with true peace of heart through faith, 
hope and love. 


All booklets 15¢, reduction on quantities. Postage extra. 


At a Loss for Words? 


When visiting the sick and afflicted, leave a quiet message 
of hope and courage with the Benedictine Leaflets. Simple, inex- 
pensive, lasting, they will express your sympathy many times, long 
after you leave. 

They make a lovely enclosure in your Christmas gift to the 
sick and shut-in. 


Special for November and December: 


35 selected “Christian Consolation’ leaflets, 
holy pictures and verse cards for just 25¢. 
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Christmas Bells 
Ring in November 


and in every month of 1961 if your Christmas gift is a 








Subscription to Tabernacle & Purgatory 


TABERNACLE AND PURGATORY gives truly Catholic comfort 
and views on life and its problems, which you have come to appreciate 
and look forward to each month. How better please your relatives 
and friends than with something you yourself know and like? 


CLE AND PURGATORY costs only 
ies, $2.25) a year, yet it is a mean- 
g value—worthy to express your 
toward those you love. Special 


ription to “Tabernacle and 
d from now till Christmas, 
hly-valued Scheyern Crosses 
e to you and one to the person 


of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 








